 
They'll see her and think she's adorable.  They'll want to talk about her as educated, smart, funny, at ease in the presence of friends and strangers alike, above and beyond even the most Victorian expectations of feminine daintiness and delicacies.
 
They'll speak of her incredible curtain of black hair, the way it flows with such a shifting weight, the way it moves by invisible hands that guide it into ever perfect spills.  They'll see the bright, blooming pink flower she's always kept pinned atop her head, almost inside one of her distinctive, upright fennec ears, and how she's held on to the same flower for years beyond lifespan.
 
They'll mention her eyes - had she been human, she'd have been seen an exotic Asian.  They will tell of her pink eyes, her slanted style, the softness of her fur, the impossible smoothness of her skin - for she's shaven decorative bands along her throat in a statement of distinguished fashion, for despite her strict education, she's always played with this fakely proud, promiscuous flair.  To confuse the gent, the senses, even the childhood friends.
 
They'll say she's the only person in the world who can wear this pink dress the way she does and get away with it.  The women will go into detail about how the wide shoulder straps go over her and join into a conservative style atop a chest whose swells are a mere decorative presence, a proof of womanhood.  But, the men will mostly tell how the narrow fabric has failed to hide the additional two breasts on each side, how she was the first they'd ever seen with a row of four.  They'll completely forget the way the pink of her wear matches with the white background, the black tribal swirls along her back, her arms and her legs.  They won't even mention the tiny, upright, glowing very fennec-style wings on her back, bare 'till underneath her tail.
 
They'll report just barely on a waist slim without corset.  They'll become nervous when they speak of her hips.  They'd seen them, they'd witnessed them for sometimes hours on end, but only on the return trip would they actually digest the sight and realize this was unique.  They'd swear they'd seen the cute girl with four legs, four legs, yes, they'll repeat it as if to convince themselves - four, four, four legs.  Longer than weeks, athletic despite her noble heritage, naturally gifted and insisting on tiptoes and high heels - like these pink ones to match her dress - despite being plantigrade... and how, just as above, the simple, normal split dress has hidden one charm and displayed the two others.  What shame.
 
In their mind, they now see something foreign, savage, devilish underneath the party, the talkative girl, the angelic thing.
 
No, they'll change their minds the minute they are home, alone, left to ponder on their memories.  The women will curse how a member of the noblesse can walk while showing two of her three sexes, how she leaves most of her four rumpcheeks bare.  The men will pale and panic once they remember she was a hermaphrodite, thrice rather than once, endowed in length, in girth and in numbers more than they could hope to be, three perfect strikes thrice given for a no-hitter that left them no chance.
 
Oh, look, she grins.  She's feeling mischievous.  Dainty, petite, delicate but mischievous.  She swings her hair, she allures, she exhibits her pheromones without shame.  All while she casually speaks to an unsuspecting nobody about some sociopolitical issue, of interest she only feigns.
 